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P R E F A C E 



The föUowing translations are sdmply what they 
profess to be, ihe fruit of a few occasional hours of lit- 
erary recreation. Some of tbem liave already appeared 
in the columns of Literary Journals : otheis see the ligbt 
for the first time. The Translator has aimed to unite 
fidelity to his author with the freedom and flow of 
original composition. Of his success in the former of 
these objects he feels tolerably confident; in regard to 
the latter, the English reader will be a competent judge. 
The volume comprises a few poems fix>m the French; 
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VI PREFACa. 

yet it was not tbought worth while to encumber the 
title page hj a reference to these. 

With tliese remarks the wnter commits his little 
book to the public. He casts it on the waters to '' sink 
or swim." If it swims, it will hardly attract the notice 
of the larger craft that navigate the high seas of litera- 
ture; if it sinks, it will not add much bulk to the 
numerous wrecks which those seas engult For the 
sake especially of his Publisher, who has generously 
assumed the risk of its safe conduct over the watei«, 
hehopes it will *swim.' a. c. k. 

UmvERsrnr of Bochksteb, > 
December, 1854. $ 
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SCHILLER. 



THE PILGRIM. 



LiFB still spread her spring-Iike glances 
Round me, and I wandered forth, 

Leaving childliood's frolic dances 
At my father's happy heafth. 

AU my birtliriglit, all my treasures — 

I from all did freely part; 
Went, in quest of nobler pleasures, 

Forth with childhood's trustinsc heart 
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SCHILLER. 

For a magic hope enthralled me^ 

And a mystic yoice had won : 
" Wander forth " — ^'twas thiis it called me — 

" Ever toward the rising sun. 

" When, at lengüi, a golden portal 
Opes to greet that step of ihine^ 

Shall the earthly and the mortal 
Change to heavenly and divine." 

Mom and eve by tums flew by me; 

Never, never stood I still; 
Yety alas! for ever fly me 

What I feek, mi what I wiH 

Mountains rearod their crests before me ; 

Eivers hemmed my pügriin path: 
O'er the steeps rüde pathways bore me; 

Bridge» quelled the torrent's wraüu 

And at length my footsteps drew me 
Where a river Eastward flowed: 

Fearless on its breast I threw me, 
Joyful on ita billows rode; 
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JHS PILGRIM. 

And, swept on without resistance, 

Saw at last before me roll 
Ooean in the boundless dktaDce, 

And heyondf the fleeting goaL 

Ah, no path will thither guide me: 

Ah, from Hope's bright vkioned sphere 

Doth a pathless gulf divido ine; 
And the there is never here! 
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LONGINGS. 



From this vale, with mists LuDg over, 

With eternal storms'oppressed, 
Could I but a path discover, 

Ah, Low deeply were I blest ! 
Clothed in bloora that ne'er shall wither, 

Yonder hüls allure my eye ; 
Give me wiog?!, and quickly thither, 

O, how quickly wovüd I fly ! 

There melodious murmurs ringing, 
Breathe a deep, a heavenly calm ; 

And the gentle winds are winging 
Klebest spices' fragrant balm. 

Fruits of golden hue are glowing, 

Which the dark green leaves embower; 
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L0N6INGS. 

And the flowers that Ihere are blowing 
Feel no iron Winter's power. 

0, Low sw^t to dwell and wander 

Where the sun-light gushes free ! 
Balmy airs that wanton yonder, 

O, how soothing must ihej be ! 
But before that wondrous dwelling 

Doth this angiy torrent roll ; 
And, in wrathful surges swelling, 

Spreads dismay through all my souL 

Lo I yon rocking bark appearing ! 

But, alas! the oarsman falls; 
Cheerly in then, never fearing; 

Breath of heaven inspires the saila. 
Thou must trust, and tkou must venture; 

Heaven will pledge no helping band ; 
Wondrous raight alone can enter 

Into yon bright wonder-land. 
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CASSANDRA. 



Tboy's proud halls with joy were ringmg, 

Ere her stately ramparts feil : 
Fefital strains each glad Yoice sioging 

With the harp-striDg's golden swell. 
Wearied hoste repoee from slanghier; 

War no more his camage spreads; 
While with Priam's beauteous daughter 

Peleus' ßon — ^the godlike — weds. 

Crowds on crowds exulting foUow, 
Crown'd with laurel, to the shrine 

Where the Thymbrian Apollo 
Site in majesty divine. 

Through the streete turaultuous sweeping, 
Wildly on the revelers prest; 
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And abandoned all to weeping 

Was but one lone, sorrowing breast. 

Joyless, e'en where all rejoices^ 

Lonely doth Cassandra rove, 
Far from pleasure's maddening voices, 

In ApoUo's laurd grove; 
To the forest's deep recesses 

Fled sho from each hated sound ; 
Tore the fillet from her tresses> 

Dasbed it madly to the ground. 

" All around me beams wiih gladness ; 

Swells each heart with rapture's tide; 
E'en stem age foi^ets its sadness, 

And my sister's decked a bride. 
I alone own grief s dominion; 

No sweet dreams my spirit cheer; 
For I See, on spreading pinion, 

Gory Ruin hovering near. 

« Tnie, I see the torches gleaming; — 
But not bome in Hymen's band; 
2* 
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10 SCHILLER. 

High toward heaven the splendor streaming- 

'Tis not from the altar-brand. 
Festa] board I see them spreading; 

Yet on my foreboding ear 
Burats e'en now the War-God's treadicg, 

Bringing flight and min near. 

** And my grief they're all unheeding, 

And my anguish they deride; 
Ab, this hearty all tx>m and bleeding, 

Must I in the desert hide : 
While the glad in spirit shun me, 

Mock the woes my fear» forebode, 
Stern Apollo! why upon me 

Hast thou laid this crushing load ? 

" Why, thy dark decrees revealiog, 

Place me at thy gloomy shrine ? 
Why, all eyes in blindness sealing, 

Hast thou only opened mine ? 
Wherefore scenes unfold before me 

Which no human skill can shun ? 
Fate's dark tide sweeps sternly o'er me ; 

What I diead will hasten on. 
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" Why unveil tbe impending terror 

To the naked, shuddering eye ? 
Life, alas, consists in error, 

And to know is but to die. 
Take, take these dreadM visioDs; 

Take these bloody sigbts away ! 
Frigbtful is it — ^Heaven's omniscience 

Lodged in a frail cbild of clay ! 

** Give back youth's untbinking gladness; 

Hope's fond dreams again be mine; 
Only breatbe I strains of sadness, 

Since my voice but ecboes tbina 
O'er my soul tbe/w/«re glances, 

Yet it clouds eacb present bour; 
No fond vision round me dances, — 

Take again tby faithless dower. 

" Xever since I first attended 

Priestess at tby joyless sbrine, 
Witb my fragrant tresses blended, 

Dotb tbe bridal garland sbine. 
All my cbildbood was but sorrow ; 

E'en my youtb in woe would melt ; 
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12 SCHILLER. 

My quick heart would anguiah borrow 
From the pangs eacb loved one feit 

^ Tbose with whom in life I started 

Live and love witb spirits ^ad; 
All around are joyous hearted ; 

My dark soul alone k sad. 
Spring in vdn to me r^xinung 

Spreads ite warm and mantJing glow ; 
What to him life's bright adoming 

Wbo bas pierced its bidden woe? 

" Beauteous sister ! bappy maiden I 

Wbo in love's warm visions blest, 
Drcams ber cbief, witb bonors laden, 

Soon sball in ber arms be prest 
Higb witb joy ber beart is swelling; 

Triumpb Bits upon ber brow ; 
Ye in brigbt Olympus dwelling 

Scarcely dotb sbe envy now. 

** Him bave I too seen before me 
Wbom tbis yearning bosom cbose : 
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Seen that noble look implore me^ 

Where love's holiest ardor glows. 
Ab ! that fate no niore migbt aever 

Me from bis protecting side ! 
NigbÜy yet between ns ever 

Dotb a Stygian sbadow gUde. 

** All ber gbosts from glooma nocturnal 

Proserpine sends fortb to day ; 
Wbere I wander sbades infernal 

Meet my eye, and tbrong my way. 
E'en 'mid cbildbood's frolic measures 

Tbey tbeir baggard features sbow ; 
Blasting all its barmless pleasures: — 

Gladness I may never know I 

" Murderous steel's before me burning; 

Murder's eye-balls fiercely glare; 
Rigbt and left my footsteps tuming, 

Still tbe terror baunts me tbere. 
Fixed my gaze, tbougb all imwilling: — 

Seeing, dreading, knowing all, 
I must on my fate fulfiUing, 

In tbe stranger's land to fall. 
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14 SCHILLER. 

" While the Priestess yet is speaking, 

Hark ! wLat wildly mingled cries 
From yon distant shrine are breaking? 

Thetis' god-like oflfepring diesi 
Strife her snaky locks is rearing; 

Flee in fright the heavenly powere; 
And the thucder clouds carecring, 

Close o'er Ilium's fated towere ! 
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THE COMPLAINT OF CERES. 



Lo, the lovely Spring is spreading 

Bloom and beauty o'er the plains; 
Sunny hüls are clothed with verdure; 

Streams have burat their icy cliains. 
From the fountain's crystal mirror 

Laughs the elear, unclouded day ; 
Softer wave the Zephyr's pinions, 

Buds burst forth on every spray. 
Music in the grove awakens; 

And exclaims the Wood-nymph wild, 
" Lo, thy flowers again retuming, 

But no more retums thy child.'* 

Ah ! how long in weary searchings 
Roam I over earth's broad breast ! 
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16 SCHILLER. 

Titan, all tby radiant splendors 

Saut I forth in eager quest. 
Kone, alas! has bome me tidings 

Of her loved and lovely face: 
And the Daj ihai all disclosee^ 

Of the lofit one brings no trace. 
Jove, and hast thou tom her from me ? 

Bavished by her beauty's glow, 
Has the cruel Pluto bome her 

Down where hell's dark waters flow ? 

Who unto the darksome regicm 

Shall xny sorrow's tidings bear? 
Glides the bark o'er Styx' dark waters, 

Tet but shadows enter there. 
From each haj^y eye ezduded 

Night^s dread realm for aye is veiled; 
Nor since flowed the Stygian river, 

Living form haüi o'er it sailed. 
Downward lead a thousand pathways, 

None leads upward to the day; 
None unto the sorrowing mother 

May the daughter's tears convey. 
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THB COMPLAIST OF CEBES. 17 

Mothera of tlie race of Pyrrha, 

Who partake a mortal doom, 
Ye the loved and lost may follow 

Through llie all devouring tomb. 
Ody they in high Olympus 

Ne'er approach tbat gloomy Strand ; 
Only them — ^the blest Immortais — 

Spares, ye Fates, yoür iron band* 
Plunge me in bell's deepest cavems, 

From tbe beaven's golden hall; 
What are all tbe Goddess' honors, 

But tbe motber's grief and thrall ? 

Wbere, entbroned in joyless splendor, 

Sits sbe her grim Lord beside, 
Wilh tbe ligbt and airy shadows, 

Like a sbadow would I glide. 
Ab, her eye, sufiüsed with weeping, 

Seeks in vain tbe distant sphere; 
Wanders toward beaven's golden concave, 

Nor bebolds her motber near; 
Till tbat Motber's joy reveals her; 

Till they mingle heart with beart; 
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1 8 SCHILLER. 

And from Pluto's flintj bosom 
Tears of soft compassioa start ! 

Empty wish ! and fond complainings ! 

Tranqnil on bis course afar, 
By the fixed decree of heaven, 

Phoebus rolls bis fieiy car. 
Far from tbose abodes of darkness 

Hatb he turned bis bead away ; 
Once conveyed to nigbt's dread empire 

Dwells sbe tbere a belpless prey, 
Till the waves of bell's dark river 

Witb Aurora's splendors glow ; 
And across its dreary concave 

Iris draws ber glittering bow. 

Is tbere left no precious token ? 

Of tbat mucb loved form no trace ? 
No sweet pledge tbat bearts, tbougb distant, 

Still are bound in love's embrace ? 
Are not still tbe cbild and motber 

Linked in fond affection's tie ? 
Binds not love in lasting union 

Tbose tbat live and tbose tbat die ? 
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THE COMPLAINT OF CERES. 19 

No, we are not wholly severed ! 

No, sbe is not wholly fled! 
Still the Immortal Powers have granted 

Precious converee with the dead. 

When the Spring's sweetoffbpring perish; 

When, beneath the North'a cold breath, 
Stript of all their bloom and beauty, 

Leaves and flowerets lie in death ; 
Then the life and joy of mortals 

From Yertumnus' hom I take, — 
Take the harvest's golden kemel, 

And to Styx an offering make; 
Sadly in the earth I sink it^ 

My sweet daughtor's heai-t above, 
Tbat there hence may spring a language 

For my sorrow and my love. 

Doth the mystic dance of nature 

Back the vemal season bring, 
Then the dead to life and gladness 

In the genial sunshine spring. 
Germs that in the earth's cold bosom 

Mouldered 'neath the Winter's sway, ' 
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20 SCHILLKB. 

Into realms of light and beauty 
From tbeir prison buret away. 

Seeks the stalk the light of heaven, 
Down the root all timid tends; 

Earth and Styx to warm and cherish 
Each a kindly influence lendSb 

Half in DeatFs cold soil they're nourished, 

Half in Life's glad realms they spring; 
Ah, to me from dread Cocytus 

They a joyful message bring. 
Holds he still enthralled the loved one 

In bis cavem dark and drear, 
Yet in every vemal blossom 

I her sweet assurance hear, 
That, thongh far from day's glad empire, 

Where the mournful shadows glide. 
Still in bosoms warmly beating 

Flows love's rieh and hdy tide.] 

Ofispring of the vemal meadows, 
Thus let me welcome you ! 

I will fill your opening cbalice 
With the nectar's purest dew. 
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THE COMPLAINT OF CIBES. 21 

With the rainbow's loveKest colors 

I your blossoms will adom; 
I will paint your opening petals 

Like the blushiDg cheek of morn. 
In the glowing yemal garland, 

In the seared Autumnal lea^ 
So may every tender bosom 

Read my transport and my griet 
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THE VICTOR'S BANQÜET. 



Priam's citadel was sunken, 

Troy in dust and min lay; 
And the Greeks, with victory dranken, 

Bichly laden with their prey, 
Sat wliere Helle's waves were flowing, 

On their ships, along her Strand, 
Now with gladsome spirits going 
To their beauteous Grecian land. 
Echo forth the joyoiis stxain ! 
Where our household altars bum, 
Now our ships their courses tum, 
And we homeward speed again. 

In long rows Troy's captive daughters^ 
Pale, with loose disheveled hair, 
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THE victor's banqüet. 23 

Weeping o'er their country's slaughters, 

Beat their breasts in wild despair. 
Mid the festal strain of gladness 

Mingle they their notes of woe; 
Telling all their wrongs and sadness 
In their country's overthrow. 

"Fare ye well, ye much-loved places! 
From our sweet and quiet home, 
Following foreign lords we roam; 
Happy they whom death embraces ! 

Holy Calchas now appeareth, 

Bids the Gods' high offerings blaze; 
And to Pallas, who upreareth 

And o'erthroweth towns he prays; 
And to Neptune, who the ocean 

Girdling round the earth hath spread; 
And to Jove, war^s wild commotion 
Kindling with his segis dread. 
Yeara of desperate conflict past, 
Now the mighty strife is done; 
Fate's appointed cyclo nin; 
Trofs proud bulwarks yield at last 



Digitized 



by Google 



24 SCniLLER. 

Atreu's princely son, surveying, 

Counts the remnants of that traio, 
Who of old bis call obeying, 

Mustered on Scamander's plaiiu 
Clouds of deepest angukh lower 

O'er the noble chieftain's brow; 
Qf the bosts oftbat proud hour^ 
O, bow few surreys he now ! 

Therefore wake the jc^ous straln, 
He sgein wbo bomeward goes^ 
He wbose life still fresbly glows; 
8iiice not all retum again. 

" Nor to all tbijtö back retuming 

SbaÜ Üieir bome its joys ^ord ; 
Wbere tbeir bousebold fires are buming 

Gory Murder wbets bis sword. 
Many, safe from war retiring, 

Fall by treadieroos friendsbip's stroke;'' 
Pallas tbus bis soul in^iring, 

St^n Ulysses waming ^oke; 
Blest^ for wbom tbe Goddess' &vor 
Dotb all pure bis beartb-stone keep ; 
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THB VIOTOn's BANQÜET. »25 

Woman's wiles are dark and deep, 
And the idle changeth ever. 

O'er bis long-loßt Bride recaptured, 
O'er the bloom of Helen's charms 
Joys the Prince, and all enraptüped 

Eound her t^ines his glowing arms. 
Crime is ever phrenzy-driren ; 

Yengeauce trstcks its impious ways; 
Since upon the heights <^ heavein 
Bight the Et&mni coünsels sways. 
Evil aye in evil endeth; 

On the godlees race whose guile 
Doth the gueBt-hearth's rites defile, 
Jove impartkil yengeftnce sendeth. 

« Wen the favored 'tis befittmg," 

Cries Oileus' valiant son, 
" To adore the Rulörs sitting 

High upon their heavenly throne. 
Chance determines fortune's favor, 

Chance decides our being's strife : 
For Patroclus sleeps for ever, 

And Thersites boasts of life. 
3 
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24 SCHILLEB. 

While all blindly o'er our way 
Fortune'ß gifts are rudely strown,- 
Who the prize of life hath won, 

Mirth and song be Ms to-day. 

" Yes, rüde War tlie best doth single ! 

Brother, in the banquet bour 
With our songs thy nanae shall mingle, 

Thou who wert our battle tower ! 
Did fierce flames our fleet beleaguer, 

In thine arm deliverance lay : 
Yet the crafby, sly Intriguer 
Bore tbe noble prize away. 
To thine ashes peace and rest ! 
No proud Victor laid thee low; 
Ajax' seif was Ajax' foe; — 
Passion's rage destroys the best." 

Now unto bis mighty Father 
Neoptolemus pours the wine; 

" Of all laureis men may gather, 
Noble Sire, the best are thine; 

Of all earthly blessings, glory 
Kindles most the generous flame : 
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Earth may shrine us, yet in story 
Lives for aye the immortal name. 
Valiant one I thy name shall never 
Fade from gloi^s song-lit sky : 
For the Living quickly die, 
And the Dead — ^they live for ever." 

<< Since no voice its accents raises, 

Grieving o'er the vanquished man, 
I will ntter Hector's pndses;" — 

Thus great Tydeus' son began; 
" Thou, thy countr/s sole protector, 
Fighting round her sacred shrine^ 
Glory's wreath may crown the victor, 
The more glorious cause was thine ! 
He who for his conntry's shrines 
Fighting feil, a tower of flame, 
Ev'n on foemen's lips his name 
Ever lives and brightly shines " 

Py W sage, who, old and cheerful, 

Through three generations lives, 
To Troy's queen, bereaved and tearfiil, 

Now the wreath-crowned goblet gives: 
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" In this fount of sparkling pleasure 

Brown tliy sorrow's piercing smart; 
Wine has power that knows no measure 
To relieve the achmg heart. 
Drink the draft — when griefs assail us> 
Here we drown our deepest smart; 
Balsam for tbe bleeding heart, 
Bacclma' giftd will best avail us* 

" Niobe, by vengeance blasted^ 
Stood in utter bligbt of soul, 
Till the vine'ft rieh fruit she tasted^ 

Drowned her angnish in the bowL 
While this foxait of life and ^dness 

Pours around its fbaming beanv 
Banished is our bosom's sadness^ 
Buried deep in Lethe's stream. 
While this fount of life and gladness 
Doth our lips all iieahly la?e^ 
Buried in oblivion's wave, 
Banished is the bosom's sadness." 

Phoebus now hia infhience lending, 
Slowly See tiie Priestess rise^ 
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One wild look of anguish sending 
Where Troy's smoking ruin lies. 
"Life's a half-extinguished taper; 

All earth's greatness quickly flown, 
Fleeting as yon cloud of vapor, 
And the Gods endure alone. 
Eonnd the vessel's trackless way, 

Eound the Knight flit care and sorrow; 
Who can teil us of the morrow ? 
Let US therefore live to-day ! " 
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HERO AND LEANDER 



See ye yonder Towers so hoary, 
Frown, in noontide's golden gloiy, 

O'er the wave that foams and swells, 
Where the Hellespont is pouring 
All bis waters, wildly roaring, 

Through the rock-girt Dardanelles. 
While his waves, with ceaseless thunder, 

Breaking on the rocky shore, 
Rend two continents asunder, 

Love nor heeds nor hears their roar. 

Young Leander, beauteous Hero, 
Smites he with resistless arrow, 
Binds their hearts in sweet embrace : 
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HERO AND LEANDER. 31 

Hero, fair as Hebe blushing; 
He along the mountains rushing, 

Fearless in the stormy chase. 
Household feuds divide the lovers ; 

Open bliss they may not share; 
And affection's sweet hope hovers 

0*er the brink of wild despair. 

There where Helle's torrent lashes 
Sestos' rocky steep, and dashes 

High itB waves of billowy foam ; 
There sat Beauty's weeping daughter, 
Gazing o'er the angry water 

To her lover's distant home. 
Ah, no bridge across the surges 

To that shore her steps may bear; 
Ah, no boat its pathway urges; 

Yet will Love the passage dare. 

Love threads e'en the labyrinth's mazes, 
With unfaltering footstep traces 

All its paths of gloom and fear: 
Love with mountain beasts contendeth, 
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'Keath his yoke of adamant bendeth 
Colchis' flamiog-footed steer. 

!N'ot e'en Stjx his yenturouB daring 
Can with nine-fold wave repel; 

See I bis prey triumpliant beariog, 
Bursts he firoic tbe gatee of Hell 

Now Leander's soul he fires, 
And his danntless heart inspires 

That impetuous tide to brave; 
Soon as daylight ceased to glimmer, 
Fearless plunged the hardy swimmer 

Down into the darkening wave; 
Cleaves the tide with arm of power, 

Straining toward the distant Strand, 
Where on Sestos' lonely tower 

Blazes high Love's beckoning brand. 

Now the weary conflict closes, 
And the toil-wom youth reposes 

On the pillowing arms of Love; 
Biest reward of all his daring, 
That unuttered rapture sharing 

Wliich true hearts alone inay prove, 
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TiH Aurora o'er the billow 

RisiDg, breaks bis blissful dream ; 
Drives bim from affection's piUow 

To the cold and cbeerless stream. 

Thus ia secret raptures sigbingy 
Thkty suns went swiftly flying 

O'ertbefond and bappy pair; 
Purest love ibeir oiüy treasure, 
Like tbe bridal eve tbeir pleasure, — 

Pleasure Gods migbt pine to shaie. 
Ab, to bim alone 'tis given 

All tbe sweets of bliss to teil, 
Wbo bas plucked tbe fruit of Heaven 

From tbe sbuddering brink of Hell. 

Eve and mom, by tums advancing, 
O'er beaven's arcb were fleeüy glancing, 

Yet sucb joys tbeir senses steep, 
Marked tbey not tbe fading Summer, 
Saw not Winter— dreary comer — 

From bis nortbem forests sweep. 
Later, Moming opes bis portals, 

Earlier, Day witbdraws bis ligbt; 
3* 
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And tbey madly thank the Immortals 
For the lengthened bliss of Night. 

Now when night and day in heaven 
Ruled with equal sway, at even 

On those rocky turrets bold 
Stood the maidy her glanoes bending 
Where the car of Day, desoending, 

Toward the westem billow rolled. 
And the sea all still and eyen, 

A transparent mirror äept; 
Not the gentlest breath of heaven 

O^er ita crystal sur&ce swept 

Through the wave of silvery brightoesB 
Delphins dart in frolic lightness, 

Far along the unruflSed main; 
And from out ita deptha ascended, 
By their sea-bom Queen att^ded, 

Thetia' gray and moüey train. 
Ah, füll many a fond yow i^ken 

Might by ihem hare been revealed ; 
But in silence still unbroken 

Hecate their lips haih sealed. 



Digitized 



by Google 



HERO A9D LXANDBR. 35 

Now, while blissf ul dreams ßteal o'er her, 
Thus the sea, that smiled before her^ 

She in accents bland addre^: 
'' Surely, bright one^ truth beseems tbee, 
And wbo false and faithless deems thee, 

On bis head let curses rest 
Falsebood in man^s bosom dwelleth, 

Fatbers' bearts all ruibless prove; 
But tby breast witb pity swelletb 

For the cureless pangs of love. 

" I in dungeon glooms migbt langoisb, 
iN'urse with hopelesB tears my anguish^ 

And in eeaseless sorrow pine; 
Thou, though bridge nor boat thou sharest, 
On thy breast the loved one bearest 

To these waiting arms of mine. 
Frightful are thy deep abysseff; 

Wild and fierce thy billows swell; 
Yet will soothe thee love's caresses, 

Herodaring tarne thee well. 

** For e'en thou, O God of Ocean, 
Thou did'st feel love's soft emotion, 
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Wert witli fiery passion torn, 
When — ^the golden fleece lier piUow — 
Youthful Helle o'er thy billow 

In her beauty's bloom was bome. 
Kavislied by thoee features fairest, 

Spring'st thou from thy gloomy cave, 
And the trembling captive bearest 

Down into the ocean wave. 

" There within those halls of amber, 
Ocean's wild and sunless Chamber, 

Dwells she thin« inmiortal bride: 
She thy rising wrath assuages, 
And when high the tempest rages, 

Doth the laboring vessel guide. 
Beauteous Helle I Bright one, hear me I 

Goddess blest, to thee I pray ; 
O, to-night my loved one bear me 

Safely on his wonted way ! " 

Darkly now the waves were flowing, 
And she placed the torch-light glowiog 

High upon that rocky steep, 
That its fsdnif yet welcome glimmer 
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Seen from far, might guide the swioimei 
Through the drear and pathless deep. 

And the sea moans wild and sadly, 
Hoarse the breakers dash from far; 

And the storm-clouds, drifting madly, 
Quench in heaven each ghmmering star. 

l^ight upon the deep ! and gushing 
From the clouds, the torrents rushing 

Borst in vengeance on the wavee; 
Sheeted lightnings blaze o'er ocean, 
And the winds in wild commotion 

Howl from all their rocky caves. 
Lashed to madness, now to heaven 

Foaming billows toss and swell ; 
Now they're to the centre riven, 

Yawning hke the abyss of Hell. 

"Woe is me!" she cries in terror; 
'^Pity, mighty Jove, my error! 

O, forgive my frantic prayer ! 
Ah ! should Heaven that prayer have granted ! 
Ah ! should he, with soul undaunted, 

Now that fearfiil passage dare I 
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Ev'n tbe stonn-nursed sea-birds, shiiekiag, 
Hie tbem home in rapid fligbt; 

Ev*n the stoutest ships ai^e seeking 
Sheltering port this stonny night ! 

" Sure, Heaven's mightiesfc God impelling, 
Through the storm around him swelling, 

Tries he now the oft-tried deep ; 
'Twas his vow when last we parted, 
Love's fond vow, which, faithfql hearted, 

He unto the death will keep. 
Ah ! this very hour beholds him 

Wrestling with the wrathful storm ; 
And the rising flood enfolds him, 

And engulfe his lifeless form ! 

" Faithless deep I thy sunny smiling 
Was but treachery's false beguiling; 

Thou a mirror fair did'st rest; 
Happy speed thy smiles assured him, 
Till thy faithless calm alhired him 

Forth upon thy traitorous breast 
Then when on thy bosom floated 

Far behind he left the shore, 
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O'er thy victim's head devoted 
Tliou did'st all tby terrcws pow.'* 

And more loud the «torm is yeHing; 
Mountain-high the billows swelling 

Break in thunder on the rock ; 
Ah ! those breakere wüd, foam-creeted, 
Not the oak-ribbed ship had breasted, 

And unshattered hk the shock I 
Last fond hope of that dread hour, 

Dies the torch's flickering gleam; 
Horrors o'er the landing bwer; 

Horror bioods upon the stream. 

And she prays to Aphrodite^ 
That beneath her mandate mighty 

Ocean's rage may sink to peace: 
To the winds rieh gifts she offers» 
And a gold-homed bulkx^ proflfers, 

That their raging blasts may cease. 
All the Goddesses of ocean, 

All the Gods on high that reign, 
Prays to still the wild conamotion, 

Pouring oil upcm the main. 



Digitized 



by Google 



40 SCHILLSB. 

" Biest Leucothea, redining 

Where thy sea-green halls are shining 

Hear the'aDguish stricken niaid ! 
Thou wbo oft, when storms are drearest^ 
To the seaman's eye appearest, 

And vouchsaf' st thy \velcome aid. 
Now that holy veil throw o'er Lim 

Which by magic hands was wove: 
From that yawning grave restore bim 

To tbe warm embrace of love.'' 

And tbe warring winds are dying, 
And tbe gatbered douds are flying; 

Moming's flaming steeds appear : 
Sea and sky are wannly glowing, 
And in tbeir old patbway flowiog, 

Sbine tbe waves as crystal dear. 
Tbey to gentlest resfsubsidiirg, 

Wbispering kiss tbe rocky Strand, 
And in sportive murmurs gbding, 

Waft a corse upon tbe land. 

Ab I 'tis He, in deatb tbougb deeping, 
Still love's boly promise keeping: — 
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One swift glance his form betrays; 
Not a sbriek of anguished feeling I 
Not a tear of woe is steaÜDg I 

Mute and chill that marble gaze \ 
One wild look to heaven she raisee^ 

One where ocean roUs in light; 
And unearthly lustre blazes 

O'er ber cbeek of asby wbite. 

" Dreaded Powers ! I fall before you I 
Lowly prostrate I adore yoii, 

Stern, inexorably severe ! 
Early I my course bave ended; 
Yet bas riebest bliss attended, 

And a glorious fate is bere. 
Venus, Queen of love and beauty, 

I in life was ever tbine; 
And in deatb my faitbful duty 

Here I oflfer at tby sbrine." 

Tben, ber eye all wildly gleaming, 

From tbat beigbt, witb garments Streaming, 

Down sbe plunges in tbe surge ; 
Ocean on bis breast receives ber, 
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In bis caves proud burial gives her. 
And bis billows cbant ber dirge. 

And extdting in tbeir treasure, 
Proudly on bis surges sweep, 

Poured in never failing measure 
From tbe upfetbomable deep. 
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THE WORTH OF WOMAN. 



HoNORED be womau ! to her it is given 

To weave with earth's garland the roses of lieaven ; 

Her's the sweet bond of affection to twine : 
She, in the chaste veil her graces conceahog,^ 
Ejodles each purest and tenderest feeling, 

Nursing love's flame in its höhest shrine. 

Ever from Tmth's pathway veering 

Man's impetuous spirit sweeps; 
Restlesaly his thoughts careering 

Over passion's stormy deeps. 
Distant good his soul embraces; 

Rest to him is never given : 
And his visioned bhss he chases 

Round the starry cope of heaven. 
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But with a look that like magic entliralls liiin. 
Back from his wanderings woman recalls him, 

Bids him tlie bliss of tbe present to share; 
She in the cot of her mother so lowly, 
Dwells midst employiDents all simple and holy, 

Nature's sweet daughter, so faithful and fair. 

Man, with arm each foe that crushes, 

And with stem, delirious force, 
On through life all wildly rushes, 

Pausing never in his course: 
Now uprearing, now o'erthrowing, 

Still on wishes wishes tread, 
Ever withering, ever growing, 

Like the fabled Hydra's head. 

# 

But all undazzled by glor/s bright vision, 
Woman 'mid scenes of enchantment Elysian, 

Plucks the sweet flowers in her pathway that throng; 
Freer in her narrow cirele of pleasures, 
Richer than he amid learning's proud treasures, 

And his spu-it's wide sweep on the pinions of song. 
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Proud, within himself retreating, 

Man's cold bosom never knows, 
How, when lieart wüh heart is beating, 

Love's divinest rapture glowa. 
He knows not the exchange of feding, « 

2^ot the healing balm of tears; 
Life's rüde scenes bis stem beart steeling 

'Midst the impetuoas strife of jears. 

But as the wind-harp, when zephjr is sighmg, 
Tremblingly thrills to its fond touch replying, 

Woman's soft bosom is feelingly true : 
Tenderly touched by affliction's sad seeming, 
Swells her fond heart, while her dark eye is beaming 

With tears that impearl it like heaven's own dew. 

In man's rüde and stem dominion 

Might o'er Right bears sovereign sway : 
Scythia's sword prescribes opinion, 

And the Persian must obey. 
Still her ceaseless conflict wages 

Wrathful Passion fierce and wild ; 
Discord's maddening tumult rages 

Where the vanished Graces smiled. 
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But with her softly persuasive entreaty 
Woman can melt the nide bosom to pity, 

Quench the fierce flame that consumingly glows; 
While the stera powere that have warred with each other, 
Link^ in sweet union, as brother with brother, 

Eest 'neath her bright smile in gladsome repose. 
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KNIGHT TOGGENBtFRG- 



" Knight, a sister's fond devotion 

Yields this heart to thee; 
Ask no tenderer emotion — 

That gives pain to me. 
Tranquil let me view thy Coming, 

Tranquil see thee go; 
"Why that silent tear is stealing, 

Nay, I must not know," 

And lie lieara in speecLless anguish, 
WMle liis heartstrings bleed; 

Clasps lier fondly to liis bosom, 
Springs upon his steed; 

Sunamons from their Alpine regions 
All his yassal band ; 
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And to join the sacred legions, 
Seeks the Holy Land, 

There füll many a deed of glory 

Wrought the warrior knight: 
Fearful floate his helmet's plumage 

O'er the thickest %ht. 
And the Moslem leamed to tremble 

At the hero's name; 
Yet his heart in cureless anguish 

Kursed its secret flame. 

And for one long year he's borne it, 

Bat can bear no more; 
Peace still flies his eager footsteps, 

And he seeks the shore, 
Where on Joppa's Strand a vessel 

Woos the favoring gale : 
Toward the land where breathes the Loved One 

Speeds with swelling saiL 

Now at her own castle-portal 
List the Pilgnm's knock ^ 
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Ah ! what dreadful words salute him, 

Like a thunder-shock ! 
" She thou seek'st is veiled for ever — 

Chosen bride of heaven ; 
Yester eve in solemn spousal 

She to God was given." 

Now abandons he for ever 

Hisancestralhall; 
Neighing steed and batüe trumpet 

Greet no more his call« 
From the Toggenburg, descending, 

Goes he all unknown ; 
Eound his limbs, for knightiy hamess, 

Sable sackcloth thrown« 

And he builds his cot so lowly 

In that hallowed glade, 
Where the convent's walls are gleaming 

Through the linden's shade; 
Waiting from the moming's dawning 

Till the evening shone, 
Hope in each mild feature beaming, 

There he sat alone; 
4 
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üpward toward the cloister raising, 

Hour by hour, his look; 
Toward the one loved window gazing, 

Till the casement shook ; 
Till her form he might discover; 

Till that face so mild, 
Bending down with angel sweetness, 

From the lattice smiled. 

Kow in deep, all soothed his sorrow, 

Calm he dotii redine, 
Joyful waiting tili the morrow 

Soon again shall shina 
Thus for liye long dajs remaining^ 

Thus for years his look 
Bent he upward imcomplaining, 

Till the casem^at shook; 

Till her form he might dwcover; 

Till that face so mild, 
Bending down with angel sweetness, 

From the lattice smiled. 
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And a coise lie sat one momisg 

In his wonted place; 
Toward the window still was tuming 

That pale, silent face. 
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THE MAIDEN FROM AFAR 



WiTHm a vale, mid humble swains» 

Appeared, ^en spring first decked the glade. 
And earliest larks poured forüi their strainfl^ 

A beautifiil and wondrous maid. 

She was not in the Valley reared; 

The r^on whence she came unknown ; 
Yet scarce lier form had disappeared, 

When every trace of her was flown. 

Joy foUowed where her steps were seen; 

All hearts expand to greet the maid ; 
Yet still her high and stately mien 

All free companionship forbade. 
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And fruits and flowers her Lands convey, 
Which in more genial climates grow ; 

Where brighter sunlight gilds the day, 
And richer clianns of nature glow. 

Her gifts with all she froely shared ; 

Here fruits, there flowers her hand bestows; 
The youth, the old man silver-haired, 

Eaeh gladdened by her bounty goesw 

A welcome kind each guest receives; 

Yet sought a loving pair her bowers, 
To them her choicest fruits she gives; 

On them bestows her loveliest flowers. 
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THE GERMAN MUSE. 



No Augustan epoch flourished ; 
No Florentine's bounty nourished 

German art's iofantile hour: 
Honor's chaplet never crowned her, 
Nor with Princes' sunshine round her, 

Bloomed she forth, a peerloss flower. 

Bj our greatest son neglected, 
Forth she went all unprotected, 

From the royal Frederic's throne: 
Hence, while high their hearts are beating, 
Ilear her sons their boast repeating 

That their praise is all their own. 
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Therefore Springs from deeper sources, 
Therefore flows in freer courses 

The rieh tide of German song : 
Dull restraint of rules o'erleaping, 
In its native fulness sweeping 

On the heart's warm tide along. 
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GOETHE 



THE FLOWERET WONDROUS FAIR. 

SONG OF THB IMPBISONEP COüMT. 



COTJNT, 

A FLOWERET wondrous fair I know, 
And for it long Tve pined here ; 

To seek it forth Td gladly go, 
But am, alas, confined here. 

Not sUght the pangs my heart bas feie, 

For whon in freedom's light I dwelt, 
That flower was ever near me. 

My anxious gaze, each weary hour, 
Süll sweeps the landscape over ; 
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Yet ne'er can I my peerless flower 
From these high walls discover. 
And who shall bring it before my sigbi, 
Or be he page, or be he knight, 
Shall be my heart's best lover. 



THE BOSS. 

Beneath thy lattice I bloasom bright^ 
And list the words thou speakest; 

'Tis surely me, poor noble knight, 
'Tis me, the rose, thou seekest ! 

Thou bearest a lofty thought and pure ; 

She who reigns o'er the flowers, must su?e 
Keign also in thy bosora. 

COÜNT . 

All pndse beseems thy crimson dyes, 
With thy green leaflets blended; 

The maiden doth thj garland prize, 
As gold or jewels splendid. 

Thou lendest a charm to the fairest face, 

Yet thou art not the flower whose grace 
Calls forlh my heart's devotion . 
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THB LILY. 

The proud rose flaunts with stately crest 

Her sister flowerets over; 
Yet are the lily's charms confest 

By many a tender lover. 
Who bears a beart irom falsebood free. 
And is all chaste and pure like me. 

Will sure hold me ihe dearest 

COÜNT. 

And chaste and pure methinks am I, 

Noguilty passion feeling; 
Yet here in prison must I lie, 

And bitter teais be stealing. 
Thou art to me an image rare 
Of many a maiden, pure and ^äir^ 

Yet I know a flower süll dearer. 

THB PINK. 

That I, the pink, perchance may be, 

In the warder's garden growing; 
Else why should the old man tend on me, 

Such ceaseless care bestowing ? 
With ray circlet of leaves in a beautiful throng, 
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And perfume so sweet my whole life long, 
And my thousand hues so glowing ? 

OOUNT. 

The beauteous pink one may not slighi^ 
All honor ihe gaidener yields her; 

He sets her now in the glowing light^ 
Kow from the sun he ahields her. 

Yet 'tis no nursed and gaudy flower 

To sooth this anguished heart has power; 
'Tis a small and silent floweret 

THE TIOLBT. 

Concealed and low my head I bow; 

Nor e'er have gladly spoken: 
And yet, methinks, 'tis time that now 

My silence deep be broken. 
Thou noble man, am I thy flower? 
It grieves me that I have not power 

To send thee up my fragrance. 

COUST. 

The violet sweet — I love it well, 
So fragrant and so lowly ; 
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Yet more is needed to dispel 

My bitter melancholy. 
And now tlie truth VW teil you Lere, 
Grows not on these rock-heiglits so drear 

The flower my heart deligbts in. 

Yet tbe dearest one on earüi that dwells 

By the brook below doth wander; 
And many a sigli her boeom swells 

Till my chains are rent asunder. 
And when ehe breaks a little blue flower, 
And says, " Forget-me-not ! " — its power 

I ^1 in the far off distance. 

Yes, feit afar is love's holy power, 

When heart to heart is yeaming; 
And hence in the dungeon's darkest hour, 

Is the flame of life still buming. 
And if my heart would breJak in twain, 
** Forget-me-not ! " I exclaim again, 

And I feel my life retuming. 
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THE APPRENTICE IN MAGIC. 



GoNB tbe old wizard one good hour, 

Has for once tbe house forsaken ; 
And the imps that own bis power 
Sball at my coramand awaken. 
All tbe cbarms be bade me, 

All bis arts I know; 
And witb sprites to aid me 
I'll work wonders too. 
Hasten! basten! 
Now tben stretcb you ! 
Water fetcb you, 
Wbicb, füll gusbing, 
May fortbwitb into tbe basin 
In a deep, füll tide be rusbing. 
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Corae, old broom, now to your duty; 

You have long been used to drudgiDg; 
Don your Bervant's garb, my beauty, 
And at my command be trudging. 
Head upon thee grow foiih ; 

Straigbt on two legs stand ; 
Hasten now, and go forth 
Water-pot in band. 
Hasten! basten! 
Now tben stretcb you ! 
Water fetcb you, 
Wbich, füll gusbing, 
May fortbwitb into tbe basin 
In a deep, fiill tide be rusbing. 



Look ! down toward the bank he's hieing; 
Ha! e'en now be's reacb'd tbe current; 
Back witb ligbtning swiftness flying^ 
Pours be fortb tbe gusbing torrent 
See ! again be's off there ! 

How tbe batb-room swells ! 
How eacb tub and trougb tbere 
He witb water fi]]s ! 
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Stay! give over! 

BriDg nomoreia: 

Ample Store in 

Hast thou poured now ; 

Woe is mel ah, I discoverl 

Surely I have Josfc ih^ \f ord now 1 

Ah, the Word which sends him flying 

Back to his place behind the door here! 
Warmer still his work he's plying; — 
Had I but the old broom once more here I 
Still fresh mantling currents 

Swiftly in brings he ; 
And a hundred torrents 
' Whelm me like a sea I 
No, no longer 
Thus run not; 
Now be quiet 
H*! he'sspiteful! 
Now my terror still grows strenger ! 
Heavens ! his mien, his look how frightful I 

Misbegotten imp of hell you 1 

Will you deluge the whole dwellingf 
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Over every step and sill you 

Pour your torreots, foaming, sweUing. 
Broom acoursed I wilt never, 

Never heed my will f 
Stump, that youVe been ever, 
Opce again stand still I 
Say, for ever 
Wih continue? 
Now I'll pin you ! 
Nowl'llhityou! 
With my axe your fraine I'll sbiver ! 

Vile old nimble wood, I'll split you ! 

# 

Soft ! there comes lie trailing slowly ; 

Now let me but once attack bim, 
SooD, old gobiin, ließt tbou lowly ; 
See the abarp axe bit bim, crack bim ! 
Ha ! 'twas Struck rigbt smart now I 

See, tbe imp's in twain I 

And I pluck up beart now. 

And I breatbe again ! 

Woe! distraction! 

Scarcely parting, 
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Both upstarting, 

Forth bave driven, 

Füll grown imps all ripe for action ! 

Hear me I help me, powers of heaven } 

On they speed them : througli the dwelling 

Pour the billows deeper, faster; 
What a flood is round me swelling ! 
Hear my cry now, lord and master ! 
See him — ^heaven be praised — here ! 

Master, great's the need : 
For thy sprites IVe raised here, 
And I can't get freed. 
** Into the comer, 
Broom, make haste there ! 
You were placed there. 
Speed you faster ! 

Heed no more each meddling learaer ! 
Wait the summons of the master ! " 
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THE ERL-KING. 



Who rides so late through a night so wild ? 
It is the father bearing bis child: 
The boy in his arms is closely pi^t 
All safely and warm to his father's breast 

My son, why hid'st thou thy fece so fair? 
See'st thou not^ father, the Erl-Eing there ? 
The crowned Erl-King with his train draws nigh :— 
My son, 'tis the mist-cloud beguiles thine eye. 

" Thou darling boy, come go with me ; 
Right beautiful pkys I will pky with thee; 
G^y flowerets bloom in my sunny land; 
There are garments of gold in my mother's hand.'^ 
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My faöier, my fatber, and dost thou not bear 
Wbat tbe Erl-Kmg wbispers so soft in my ear? 
Be quiet^ be quiet, my darling cbild; 
In dry leaves rusües tbe wind so wild. 

** Say, wilt tbou, my brigbt one, witb me go away ? 
My daugbters sball tend tbee so fair and so gay. 
My daugbters tbe nigbüy dance will keep, 
And rock tbee, and dance tbee, and sing tbee to sleep." 

My fatber, my fatber, and see'st tbou not 
Tbe Erl-king's daugbters in yon dim spotl 
My son, my son, 'tis tbe willows so gray, 
Tbat sbine in tbe twQigbt^s glimmering ray. 

" I love tbee; Fm xsbarmed by tby features so fine, — 
And since Ürou^rt not wiHing, tben force makes tbee mine.^ 
My fatber, my fetber, Tm seized by bis arm; 
Tbe Erl-Elng, fedrer, bas wrougbt me barm. 

Tbe &tber rides swifüy, bis daiiing pres^ 
In anguisb deep to bis yeamiiig b*ea8t 
He reacbes bis xxmrt wüb toil and diead; 
But h\ti darlkig boy in bis arms lay dead. 
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KOERNER. 



MY FATHERLAND. 



Whsbb is the minstrers fatherland ? 

Where noble spirits' ügbtniiigs gleamed ; 

Where Beaut/s brow with garlands beamed; 

And where for all that's holiest deemed, 

The flame in hero-hearts was fann'd; 
There was my &therland I 

Käme ye the minstrel's fatherland ! 

Kow her dead sons her tears invoke; 

Now writhes she 'neath a foreign yoke; 

Once she was called the land of oak, 
5 
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The Freeman's laiid, the German land, 
Such was my fatherland I 

Why weeps the minstrers fatherland ? 

She weeps that 'neath the tyrant's power 

The Princes of her people cower: 

That höhest worda have lost their power; 

That none obeys her high command — 
Hence weeps my feiäierland ! 

Whom calls the minstrers fatherland? 

To her mute Gods i^e üfts her prayer 

In thunder-tones of deep despair : 

For the strong arm to do and dare, 

For retribution's righteous hand, 
Loud calls my fatherland ! 

What tDÜl the minstrel's fatherland! 
She'll strike to earth the dastard slaves: 
Shell chase the blood4iounds from her graves; 
Bear free her race of free-bom braveai 
Or lay them free beneath the sand; — 

That will my fatherland I 
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And h(ypes the minstrel's &therland ? 

A righteous cause her hope inspires; 

She hopes to rouse her people's fires; 

Hopes in the great Grod of her sires; 

Nor falls to mark the Avenger's hand; — 
Hence hopes my fatherland ! 
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COVENANT SONÖ, 



BSFOBB THB BATTLB OF DANNSBUBO. 



Dabbxt boding, stemly, grimly, 

Bieaks the great, ihe awful day; 
And the blood-ied san looks dimly 

Down npon our Woody way. 
In one pregnant hour assembling, 
Crowd a nation's fortunes yast; 
And e'en now the lots aie trembling, 
And the iron die is casL 
Brothers, in holiest compact united, 
Wamed by the hour, be our solemn vow plighted, 
Gome lifo or come death, to be true to the last I 

Look we back — ^night's raven pinion 
Wide o'er shame and insnlt waves; 
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O'er our German oak's dominion 

Bowed and broke by foreign slaves. 
On our tongae they heaped dishonor, 
And our holiest rites blaspbemed; 
Brotbera^ we have pawned our bonor ; 
German brotbers, be't redeemed. 
Lo^ wbere tbe flame of beaven's vengeance is buming ! 
Up I and its curse from our coimtiy be tuming I 
Up, and be freedom's lost cbarter redeemed ! 

Blessed bopes sbine brigbt before us. 

And tbe future's golden days; 
A wbole beaven of bliss bangs o'er us» 
Whenoe fair freedom pours ber rays. 
Art| all brigbt tbou reappearest! 

Song, again tby raptores bum ! 

Love and beauty, all tbat's deareet, 

All tbat's brigbtest, see retum. — 

Yet tbere awaita us a desperate daring; 

Blood must be poured all free and unsparing: 

Only in blood will our glory's star bum. 

Now — witb God — ^we will not falter, 
Boldly meet fate's beaviest blow, • 
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Lay our hearts on freedom's altar, 

And to death unslirinkiDg ga 

Kative land, for thee well periah ; 

All thy bidding will we dare; 
They our bosoms fondly cherisb 

May thy bloodrbougbt freedom share» 
Oak of our couutry, grow broader and bolder ! 
Stretch thy proud anns o'er the ipot where we moulder I 
Hear, O our country, the oath ihat we swear! 

Now your thoughts toward home's sweet treasureB 

Yet for one brief moment cast; 
Part ye firom those bloomihg pkasures 
Which the Soath's feil poisonablagt 
Though the sSent tear be starting, 

Shame shall ne'er such tQar& attend; 
Wafb them one last kiss at parting, 
Then to God the Loved commend ! 
All the sweet lips that in prayer are awaking, 
All the f(md hearts that are bleeding and breaking, 
Mighty Jehovah, console and defend ! 

Cheerly now to battle wending, 
Eye and spirit heavenward tum ; • 
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Earthly lifo in darkness ending, 

Lo, where heavenly glories bum ! 
Bravely on, each gallant brother ! 

Every nerve a hero prove ! 
Faithful bearts rejoin each other; 
Now farewell each eartbly love ! 
Hark! where the thunders of battle are crashingl] 
On, where the storm of red lightning is flashing ! 
Meet agam in the realms above ! 
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PRAYER IN BATTLE. 



Fathbb, I call to thee ! 
RoanDg enshrouds me the din of tbe battle; 
Round me like b'gbtning tbe leapiDg sbots ratüe: 
Leader of batties, I call to tbee ! 
Fatber, ibou lead me ! 

Fatber, tbou lead me! 
Lead me to yictoiy, lead me to deatb : 
Lordy at tby pleasore I offer my breatb : 
Lord, as tbou wilt, so lead me ! 

God, I aeknowledge tb^ ! 

Gody I aeknowledge tbee ! 
As vfhen tbe leaves of tbe Autumn are sbakin^ 
80 wben tbe tbunders of battle are breaking, 



Digitized 



by Google 



PRAYKR IN BATTLE. 81 

Fountain of grace, I acknowledge thee ! 
Father, thou bless me ! 

Father, thou bless me ! 
Into thine band I my being resign : 
Thou did'st bestow it — to take it be thine. 
Living and dying, bless me I 

Father, I honor thee I 

Father, I honor theel 
Not for earth's riches unsheath we the sword; 
'Tis our hearths we protect; 'tis thy temples, Lord : 
So falling or conquering, I honor thee ! 

To thee^ God, I yield me ! 

To thee, God, I yield me ! 
Round me when Death's fiery tempest is rushing, 
When from my veins the red currents are gushing, 
To thee, O my God, do I yield me ! 
Father, I call to thee ! 
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DEPARTURE FROM LIFE. 



My wound bums bot : my pale and parcbed lips quiver : 
I feel it in my bosom's fainter beating; 
I feel e'en now life's last brief moments fleeting : 
God, as tbou wilt; to tbee I yield me ever. 
Round me tbere bovered many a golden vision : 

Now their sweet tones in deatb's low dirges perisb. — 
Courage ! wbat tbis fond beart all true dotb cberisb, 
It mu8t live witb me in yon realms Elysian, 
Tbat wbieb inspired my spirit's boliest vow, 

Wbieb woke my youtbful bosom's rapturous flame, 
Be Liberty or Love its sacred name, 
Like a brigbt serapb Stands before me now, 
And, as tbe deatb-sbade life's borizon fills, 
Bears me aloft wbere mom batbes beaven's empurpled 
bills. 
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SWORD SONG. 



SwoRD, on mj left that gleamest, 
Say, why thus Iright thou beamest ? 
It tlirills mj soul to view 
That glance so wann and triie. 
Hurrah ! * 

" Borne by an arm all knightJy — 

Therefore I shine so brightly. 
A freeman's weapon I ; — 
That fills the sword with joy." 
Hurrah! 

Yes, sword, all free I wield thee, 
And heartiest love I yield thee; 

" With each burrab is a clattering of Bword». 
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As to my soul allied, 
As a fond trustbg bride. 
Hurrah! 



** And I to thee and heaven 
My iron-life liave given. 

Ah, were the love-knot tied ! 

When bring'st thou home thy bride T 
Hurrah! 

The trumpet's festal waming 
Heraids the bridal morning; 

'Mid the wild cannon's din 

I bring my loved one in. 
Hurrah I 

** haste the blissful hour ! 
I feel deep passion's power. 

Come, Bridegroom, take thou me; 

My garland blooms for thee." 
Hurrah! 

Why in thy sheath dost rattle, 
As panting for the battle ? 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE SWORD SONG. 85 

Say, why thus wildly glow ? 
Mj sword, wliy ring'st thou so? 
Huirah! 

** True^ in my sheaUi I ratüe, 
All panting for the battie. 

Rider, 'tis war^s wild glow, 

And therefore ring I so." 
Hurrali! 

Stay in thy cliamber drearest; 
What wilt thou Lere, my dearest ? 

Stay in thy narrow room: 

Soon, soon I bring tliee home. 
Hurrah! 

"Speed on, ah, speed the hourl 

0, love's bright garden bower I 
Where blood-red roses blow, 
And death's ripe blossoms glow!" 
Hurrah! 

So now come forth, my treasure ! 
Thy rider^s pride and pleasure; 
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Forth, my good sword, come forth ! 
Come to the bridal heartb. 
Hurrah! 

** Ha I Freedom's air again I 
Tliis mail-clad marriage-train ! 
How the ßword's bridal rays 
In the bright sun-h'ght blaze! ** 
Hurrah I 

Now OD, ye hardy fighters ! 

Now on, ye German riders ! 
Let the bride's touch of fire 
Each gallant soul inspire. 
Hurrah! 

First on the left, her eye 

Threw maiden glances shy. 
Now on the right, to heaven 
The bride's fuU trust is given. 
Hurrah! 

Now clasp your bridal treasure : 
Now let your Ups' warm presaiu-e 
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On ber bot cheek abide; 
Cursed wbo foisakes the bridel 
Hurrab! 

Now be tbe bot sword clasbing ! 
Now be its ligbtnings flasbing ! 

Mom's marriage beam poura vride; 

Hurrab, tbou iron bride! 
Hurrab! 
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GOOD NIGHT. 



GooD night I 
Lkt it on the weary light ! 
Now Üie day in silence closes, 
Labores toil-wom frame reposes. 
Till awaikes the moming light, 

Qood night ! 

Go torestl 
Weary eyes in sleep be prest 
Silence on the wide Btreets falleth, 
Save where lone the watchman calleth; 
Whi^ra night to each wom breast, 

Qo to rest! 
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Sweetly deep ! 
Heavenlj dews your senses steep! 
Feels your breast love's bitter pleasures, 
Let the form your bosom treasures 
Bngbtly imaged round you sweep. 

Sweetly sleep ! 

So good night ! 
Slumber tili the dayUght breaketh; 
- Slumber tili another morrow 
Brings another weight of sorrow. 
Fear ye not— your Father waketh ! 

So good night ! 
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THE FLEETINa 



Blähest Üie quickly dying measares 

Of the warbling niglitiDgale ? 
See, 'mid all life's fleeüng pleasures, 
All Üie fond lieart's cherish'd treasures, 
Eyerfirst the fairest fall. 

See 'mid Kature's mystic dances 

Spring and momiog fade away; 
And the rose, as mom advances^ 
Born amid her dewy glances^ 
Fade with mom's own fading ray. 
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Mark how in the feathered cborus 

Soonest dies the tenderest tone. — 
Love's warm dream that danced before us, 
Miglit its ray still linger o'er us ! — 
Seen, alas, its magic's flown. 

And thy young clieek's radiant beaming, 

And thy heart's inspiiiBg glow, 
And thy spirit's eamest dreaming, 
Round which Hope's iäoilligM is Streaming,- 
Ah, how quick, how quick they go I 

Ev'n the crown of thine endeavor, 

Life's divinest, fairest art, 
E'en the Muse'a nchest fever, — 
Friend, in vain — ^thou chain'st it never; 

All wiA magic speed depart 

From heaven's sea of blies descended 

One rieh drop, to mortals lent; 
Was with many a sorrow blended, 
Dreams of bliss in dreams that ended, — 
Was with life's dark doud-sea bleut: 
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Yet ev^n in life's misty ocean, 

Still the drop is happiness : 
One brief moment's rapturous drinking, 
Ere we in the depths are sinking — 

'Tis an endless age of bliss, 
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ÜHLAND, 



TO DEATH. 



Thou that througli earth's garden-bowers 

Walk'st at twiKght's liour so lone; 
Golden fruitB and blooming flowers 

PluckX which God for thee hatli sown ; 
Spare, Death, the tender blossom 

Which to life's young rapture clings, 
NestJing on the mother's bosom, 

Cradled by the song she sings. 

Leave earth's hardy sons all cheery 
Battling with the wintiy skies; 
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From the forest's depths so dreaiy 
Bidding life's glad accents rise, 

Quench not wisdom's soul so beaming, 
Round whose sacred, sun-lit glance 

Moons, in youthful radiance Streaming, 
Weave for aye their mystic dance. 

Gently glide, when stars are peeping, 

On thy cloud of silvery rays, 
Where an aged sire is weeping 

O'er Üie loved of earlier days. 
Speak the names so fond, so tender; 

Bear him to yon radiant spheres, 
Where the eye's etemal splendor 

Ne'er is dimm'd by parting tears. 

And the youth whose bosom's buming 

Was with love's sweet transports fed; 
Who in passion's restless yeaming 

Hath his eager arms outspread ; 
And for love's lost object gazes 

Toward yon star-sown piain, and weeps;- 
Clasp him in thy kind embraces, 

Bear him through heaven's azure deeps : 
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WLere that angel-form shall meet him, 

Clothed in bridal loveliness, 
Which did erst in spirit greet him, 

And in spirii-tones address: 
Where Spring spreads lier glad dominion ; 

Where the soul, renewed and young, 
Ever niounts on rapture's pinion, 

Ever sings heaven's rapturous song. 
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THE LOST CHURCH. 



There oft is heard, obscure and dim, 

A sound within the old wood yonder; 
None knows wLence swells the choral liymn, 

And scarce tradition solves the wonder. 
Froin the lost church — so runs the lay — 

The breezes waft the wild notes over: 
Once troops of pUgrims thronged the way ; 

No eye can now the path discover. 

Of late the forest depths I trod, 
There where no beaten path extended ; 

From out earth's guilt and gloom, to God 
My soul's strong yearnings had ascended. 

Amidst the forest's deep repose 

Again those tones woke chiming round me : 
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The higher my spirit's jeamiogs rose, 

More deep and füll they thrill'd and bound rae. 

So deep a epell my 80id had chained, 

Each sense that sound had so suspended, 
That not e'en fenoy's power explamed 

How my weak step so high ascended. 
MeÜiought an hundred years b^d flown, 

'Mid winged dreams of aSry li^tnees; 
When o'er the mist-doud's murky throne, 

Oped a wide re^ of snn-like brightness. 

The heavens were all darkly blue, 

The sun all rieh and warm was beaming; 
And a proud Minster rose to view, 

Amid the golden radiance gleaming. 
Light douds, it seemed, enfolding raised 

It upward on their airy pinions; 
Until its lofty turrets blazed 

In the broad heaven's glad dominions. 

And aye the bell's rejoicing peal 

Rang echoing, quivering in the tower; 
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Yet morta] touch it did not feel ; 

It feit the sacred tempest's power. 
Methougbt the storm that o'er it swept 

Did all my throbbing boeom capture; 
So 'neath the stately dorne I stept» 

With fainting foot, and trembling rapture. 

What sights, as througb those halls I strode, 

I saw, can ne'er by words be painted : 
All darkly clear tbe Windows glowed 

With thousand fonns of martyra sainted. 
And lo, within that wondrous light 

Each form to life's füll size expanded ; 
A living World burst on my sight 

Of eaints in holy warfere banded. 

Lowly I knelt before the shrine: 

Love's holy tide my soul was swelling; 
While high above, heaven's h'ght divine 

Streamed richly through the wondrous dwelling. 
And as I looked aloft once more, 

Sudden the dome's high arch had started ; 
Wide open flew heaven's golden door, 

And every veil in twain was parted. 
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And in adoring wonder bowed, 

Wbat glorious fonns with rapture filled me; 
What Choral minstrelsy more loud 

Than oigan's tones or trampet» thrilled me; — 
For this the bard no words hath found; 

Yet who the sacred Impulse feeleth, 
Be^t his to list the sweet» low sound, 

Which from the deep, dark forest stealethl 
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THE MOUNTAIN BOyS SONG. 



Thb mountain shepherd boy am I ; 
The proudest towere beneath me lie. 
Hero earliest shines the opening day, 
Here latest dwells its parting ray : 
I am tlie mountain boy ! 

The Infant stream is cradled here, 
I drink it from its fount so clear: 
Down from the rock it wildly raves, 
My arms receive its foaming waves : 
I am the mountain boy ! 

The mountain — 'tis my heritage; 
When wildest storms around me rage, 
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From north and south their fury pour, 
Still swells my song above their roar. 
I am the mountain boy ! 

Thunder and lightning are beneath, 
Yet here in heaven's own blue I breathe ; 
I hear them, and aloud I cry : 
Pass ye my father's dwelling by ! 
I am the mowitain boy I 

When on my ear the alarm bell thrills, 
When blaze the fires along the hills, 
Swift I deecend and join the throng, 
And Swing my sword, and sing my song; 
I am the mountain boy ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



S ALIS. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



111 



S ALIS 



THE GRAVE. 



The grave is deep and soundless; 

On its brink we shudderiog stand ; 
And its mystic shroud hangs boundless 

O'er a dark and unknown land. 

0, ne'er may the nightingale's singing 
Pierce to its depths profound : 

And love is its roses flinging 
Alone on the grassy mound. 
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With anguish unavaDiog 
The forsaken bride doth weep; 

And the orphan's bitterest wailing 
Is unheard in its Chambers deep. 

Yet no where eise to mortals 
Doth the longed for quiet come; 

Alone through the tomb's dark portals 
Qoes the weary wanderer home. 

The poor heart, in this vale of sorrow, 
By the storms of life beat sore, 

Lies down to a happier morrow 

On the couch where it beats no more. 
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THE MOTHER. 



TRANSLATED BT MRS. ANNE E. KENDRICE. 



To her little earthly treasure 
Doth the mother's fai^iful love 

Life impart and every pleasure, 
BiddlDg round) and then abpve 

To the blue-arched heavens yonder 

Childhood's feeble glance to wander. 

Love and truth that never weary 
Guard us on her pillowing breast; 
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Dawns the morning e'er so dreary, 
Joyful there we wake from rest; 
And araidst the thunder's breaking 
Love's fond accents bless our waking. 

Now again with angel-splendor 
Bright the silent Chamber glows, 

As the moonbeams pure and tender 
On her gentle brow repoee : 

And her kiss cf quiet gladness 

Cheers night's deepest hue of sadness. 

On this earthly ball a stranger, 
On her breast — ^his only home — 

Hangs the litüe Infant ranger, 
Until youth's wild hours are come : 

And with gentle prayer and chiding 

Still the mother's hand is guiding. 

She who hushed wild passion's waking, 
She who oped each fount of joy, 

Now with tears the staff is taking 
For her wild and wandering boy : 
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Trembling, with a heart all broken, 
She the last farewell has spoken. 

Ah, that farewell many a morrow 

Sways bis soul with magic power, 
While she wandere, füll of sorrow, 

In the lonely twilight hour, 
In the dark dim distance gazes. 
And for him her prayer upraisea. 

Though in quest of fancied treasures 

Wild he grasps each new delight, 
Thoughtless of home's purer pleasures, 

Still bope's sweet and golden light 
Gently on her heart reposes. 
Oft bis Coming form discloses. 

Erapty Vision! disappearing 

Like the rose's changing hues, 
When its leaves the wind, careering, 

O'er the lak^dissevered, strews: 
Dealh's deep shadows gather o'er her; 
Haste thee, youth, and stand before her. 
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That her dying lips may bless thee, 
That thy mother'a tender arm 

Fondly to her heart may press thee, 
To her heart with love so warm, 

On her child's foad breast reposing, 

While the last sad scene is closing. 

Ah ! too late ! Death's icy fingers 

Those true hands have clasped for aye : 

In that breast no feeling lingers: 
Haste then, youth, while yet you may, 

Seek her grave, — the turf 'twill lighten, 

And her tomb's deep darkness brighten. 

See the well-known seat forsaken : 
Let the hearih she lored so well 

Memory's höhest tears awaken, 
In its deepest Chambers dwell; 

O'er its flame, now faintly glowing, 

Let thy grateful tears be flowing. 

And if e'er thy faith should waver, 
As thou view'st man's treacherous art, 
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On his brow but smiles and fevor, 

Hate and envy in bis beart, 
Tbink wbat lies of sure believing 
Her deep tmtb is round us weaving. 

Gently o'er tbe cradle bending, 

Wbile sbe luUs ber infant cbild, 
Witb its ßoul ber image blending 

Stamps for aye ber spirit mild : 
Hence it beats all wann to meet us, 
Hence its kindly accents greet us. 

He wbo bids tbe floweret flourisb, 

Lowly in tbe quiet grove : 
He wbo dotb tbe cedar nourisb, 

He must find bis bliss in love : 
Would be eise love's rapturous beaven 
To tbe motber's beart bave given ? 
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THE SONG OF THE COSSACK 



Up ! friend of the Cossack ! fly forth in ihj might, 

At the blast of our trampet, mj own noble steed ! 
All ready for plunder, all fearless for %Iit, 

Let Death borrow wings from ihj hiirricane speed. 
Neither saddle nor rein bas been gamished with gold; 

But tbe deeds of tby rider sball make tbem tbine own : 
Neigb then all proudly, my courser so bold ! 

And trample in dust botb tbe people and tbrone ! 

Peace flies, and surrenders tby reins to my will; 
Her bulwark of strengtb from old Europe departs: 
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Then haste, let her treasures my eager hands All; 

haste, and repose in the home of her arts. 
Return to the Seine whence fresh war-notes have rolled ; 

Thrice before have its watera thy bloody steps known ; 
Neigh then all proudly, my courser so bold ! 

And trample in dust hoch the people and throne. 

Priests, princes, and nobles, besieged by the hordes 

Of subjects not ages of wrong could subdue, 
Have called to the Cossack: Come down, be our lords: 

To be tyrants to them, we'll be bondmen to you. 
My lance I have seized : from their ancient strong-hold 

Shall the sceptre and cross lie before it o'erthrown ; 
Neigh then all proudly, my courser so bold ! 

And trample in dust both the people and throne. 

A phantom strides near me all dreadful and vast, 

Whose terrible eyes on our bivouac rest; 
And he cries: ** Lo, my reign recommences at last^" 

As with hatchet uplifted he points to the west. 
'Tis the Chief who the Huns led to conquest of old ; 

shade of the mighty, thy mandate I own ; 
Neigh then all proudly, my courser so bold ! 

And trample in dust both the people and throne. 
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That splendor and pomp, Europe's gloiy and tnist; 

That learning whicli ehields not from ruin her head, 
Shall all be engulfed in tliose billows of dust 

WLich around me shall rise 'neath thy thundering 
tread. 
Sweep, sweep them, as onward thy course thou shalt hold ; 

Thrones, temples, laws, rites, in one ruin be strown ; 
Neigh then all proudly, my courser so bold ! 

And trample in dust both the people and throne. 
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THE ALCHEMIST. 



Thou wilt, thou say'st, alchemist poor and old, 

From baser metals draw forth golden ore; 
And what, age-wora, I long for more than gold, 

By secret agents wilt my youth restore. 
My purse I open to tby magic skill ; 

My trusting spirit deems thine art divine; 
Yet each pursues bis favorite object still; 

Take tbou tbe gold ; let youtb's blest bours be mine. 

Blow tben in silence on yon clear, brigbt flame ; 

Or from yon mystic page its secrets Tvring; 
Tbine art is sure : Pactolus' golden stream 

Blends in tby crucible witb youtb's warm spring. 
Tbine eye fixed on tbis flame, wbat dream'st tbou now ? 

Do tbe Court's smiles already on tbee sbine? 
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For me, I ask but roses round my brow : — 

Take thou the gold ; let youth's blest liours be mina 

Drunken witb hope, what madness leads tbee on ! 

"Monarchs," thou criest) " ai mj soiled feet bow down ! 
Gold, more than Cortez and Pizarro won 

For Spain's proud lords> my subtle arte shall crown." 
Tbou "who from alrns tby scanty meak hast made, — 

Now pride inflames each lofty look of thine : 
Let crowns and sceptres for thy dross be weighed ; — 

Take thou the gold ; let youth's blest hours be mine. 

Yes, the bright days with all their wante restore ; 

Give to my soul a healthful, hardier frame; 
Take from my spirit life's too dear-bought lore ; 

Let a more generous blood my breast mflame. 
When from thy marble halls in pomp conveyed, 

On velvet cushions proud thou shalt recline, 
Calm see me slumber 'neath some tree's broad shade ; 

Take thou the gold ; let youth's blest hours be mine. 

Fnll well I know what joys on wealth attend ; 
Yet still I love, possess, and oft my fears 
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Wake, lest I see my all too youthful friend 
Count on her fingers mine and her own yeare. 

'Tis the glad sun becomes her cheek so brown ; 

'Tis the bright Summer round our loves should shine; 

My loved one heeds not fortune's smile or frown; 
Take thou the gold; let youth's blest hours be mine. 

ISfow from the rase bring forth thy gold — what ! none ? 

Alas, thou'rt poorer grown, and older I : 
" No, no," thou say'st, " to-mon-ow's the new moon : 

To-morrow brings us immortality." 
Thou liest, old man, yet still of lies so dear 

So great my need, that still I trust to thine : 
On my bald brow these wrinkles see appear: 

Take thou the gold ; let youth's blest hours be mine. 
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THE MESSENGER DOVE. 



Thb wine eparkied brigbt, and the maid I adored 

Sang the Gods wlio of old Lad in Hellas tbeir seat; 
And we told how old Greece in our France was restored, 

When all sudden descended a dove at our feet 
My Noeris a biilet descried 'neatb bis wing; 

To some beartb-stone beloved were its tidings addressed ; 
Drink, faitbful bird, from tbe cup wbicb I bring, 

And slumber in peace on my Noens's breast. 

Too long was bis fligbt, and exbaustcd be lies; 

Quick, bis strengtb and bis freedom restore to tbe dove : 
Say, if on some message of commerce be flies, 

Or bears to young beauty tbe fond vow of love. 
Percbance to tbe nest tbat allures bis fond wing 

He bears tbe last sigb of some exile unblest: 
• 7* 
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Drink, faithful bird, from tlie ciip ^hich I bring, 
And slumber in peace on my Noeris's breast. 

From some words of the billet füll well do I deem 
That 'tis destined for Greeks who sojourn 'neath our 
sky: 

A message from Athens ! and glory it's theme ! 

, Lfct US read it : 'tis ours by our blood's sacred tie. 

Athens is free ! how the tidings shall ring I 

How her laureis again in fresh beauty be dressed ! 

Drink, faithful bird, from the cup which I bring, 
And slumber in peace on my Noeris's breast. 

Athens is free ! fiU the goblet again ! 

New demi-gods, Noeris, appear in her clime ! 
All trembling with age did old Europe in vain 

Disinherit these sons of her glorious prime ! 
She conquers! all bright from the dust see her spring; 

In the shade of past glories no more shall she rest: 
Drink, faithful bird, from the cup which I bring. 

And slumber in peace onmy Noeris's breast! 

Athens is free ! Muse of Pindar, to thee 

Lo, the sceptre and song which of old were thy nght; 
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Despite tlie barbarian, Athens is free ; 

Athens is free in our sovereigns' despite. 
By the nations that drink from her wisdom's pure spring, 

Be the glory of Athens in Paris confessed : 
Drink, faithful bird, from the cup which I bring. 

And slumber in peace on my Noeris's breast. 

Bright Wanderer from Hellas's beautiful shore, 

Here rest thee awhile, and then fly to thy love : 
And soon wafted back from thine Athens once more, 

Let our tyrants and vultures be braved by the dove. 
To the tottering throne of each bigoted king, 

Bear the shouts of a people whom freedora hath 
blessed ! 
Drink, faithful bird, from the cup which I bring, 

And slumber in peace on my Noeris's breast I 
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THE SHOOTING STARS. 



•* Shbphkrd, tliou say'st a star controls 

Our days, and shines amidst the skies :" — 
Yes, child, but night her veil unrolls, 

And hides its splendor from our eyes. 
** Shepherd, on you calm, azure piain 

Thou read'st, 'tis said, the secrets dear; 
What is that star whose flying train 

Just shoots, and shoots to disappear ? " 

My 8on, his life a mortal ends : 

His star from heaven shoots instant down ; 
ThU one amid a train of friends 

Did with glad song the goblet crown. 
Biest, by the wine he loved to drain, 

He sleeps, no more to doubt or fear; — 
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" Again a star whose flying train 
Just shoots, and shoots to disappear." 

My son, its ray bow pure and mild ! 

A lovely maid departeth now; 
Sweet gir], her bosom undefiled 

Had shared tlie tenderest lover's vow. 
Flowers wreathed that brow witbout a stain, 

And Hymen's sacred sbrine was near : — 
" Again a star witb flying train 

Tbat sboots, and sboots to disappear ! " 

My cbild, its fligbt bow quickly o'er ! 

A new-born beir of rank is gone ! 
The cradle wbere be sleeps no more 

Witb gold and purple splendors sbone. 
Too soon bad flattery's deadly bane 

Been poured into bis princely ear: — 
" Again a star witb flying train, 

Tbat sboots, and sboots to disappear." 

My cbild, bow balefully it gleamed I 
Tbe courtier wbo in deatb lies low, 
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Himself a miglity statesman deemed, 
When he had learned to mock our woe. 

They've rent his picture now in twain, 
Who worshipped once in servile fear : — 

" Again a star with fljing train, 

That shoots, and shoots to disappear ." 

'Tis he on whom the poor man leans; 

My son, what tears oiir eyes shall steep ! 
Wart, that with others scantly gleans, 

With him did a füll harvest reap. 
This very eve, the child of pain 

Hasted to share his welcome cheer : — 
" Again a star with flying train, 

That shoots, and shoots to disappear." 

Quenched is a mighty monarch's star ! 

Gü, child, and keep thy spirit pure ; 
Nor by its brilliance seen from far, 

Let thine the gaze of men allure. 
Mere harren splendor shines in vain : 

They'll say, as thy last hour draws near, 
" 'Tis but a star with flying train, 

That shoots, and shoots to disappear." 
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THE SWALLOWS. 



Captivk Oll the Moorish coast, 

Thus the fettered wamor sighs: 
" Birds, that shun the realm of frost^ 

Lo, again ye greet my eyes. 
Swallows, that in hope's gay dance, 

Seek afar this burning Strand, 
Sure, ye leave my native France: 

Teil me of that much-loved land. 

" I for threo long years implore 
Some sweet memory of that home, 

Where my cradled life of yore 
Dreamed of happy days to come. 

Where beneath the lilacs gi-een, 
Silvcry waters teil their tale, 
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You my childhood's cot have seen ; 
Teil me of (hat lowly vale. 

"One of you perchance was bom 

'Neath the roof that o'er me smiled ; 
Oft you've heard my mother moum 

O'er her loved and long-lost cliild. 
Dying, still in dreams she hears 

Footsteps whicli of old she knew ; 
Then afresh she pours her tears : 

Teil me of her love so true. 

"Is my sister wedded yet? 

Have you seen our village throng 
At her happy bridal met> 

Mingling festal dance and song ? 
And those youthful friends who bold 

Braved with me the hostile spear, 
Do they now their homes behold ? 

Teil me of those friends so dear. 

" Ah, the stranger's foot abhorred 
Treads perchance their dust above; 
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'Neath my roof he rules as lord ; 

Rudely claims my sister's love« 
Me no mother's prayer awaits; 

Chains henceforth are mine below ; 
Swallows, speak my country's fates; 

Teil me, teil me of her woe ! 
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THE STORM. 



De AR children, dance away ! 
Your tender age 
Escapes the tempest's rage ; 
Cradled by hope so gay, 
Dance, sing, and dance away ! 

"Where tbese yoke-elms spread their shades, 

Freed from school, a merry ring, 
Little masters, little maids, 

You delight to dance and sing. 
Vainly grief s threatening train 
Upon our poor world lowers; 
The thunder growls in vain — 
Wreath your biight locks witli flowers. 
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Dear children, dance away ! 
Your tender age 
Escapes the tempest's rage ; 

Cradled by hope so gay, 

Dance, siüg, and dance away ! 

Lightning cleaves the billowy cloud, 
Yet it hath not met your glance; 
Not a forest bird sings loud, — 

Nought can still your song and dance. 
Your joys inspire my hope : 

Soon on those youthful eyes, 
Drunken with bliss, shall ope 
The light of cloudless skies, 

Dear children, dance away ! 
Your tender age 
Escapes the tempest's rage : 

Cradled by hope so gay, 

Dance, sing, and dance away ! 

Long your sires have borae their pains; 
Be not ye like them betrayed ; 
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They with one band rent their cbains, 
One their country'a wrongs repaid. 
From victory's car they fall, 

Yet heart and hand are true: 
Glory — it was their all — 
They still bequeath to you. 

Dear children, dance away I 
Your tender age 
Escapes the tempest's rage :. 
Cradled by hope so gay, 
Dance, sing, and dance away ! 

Ah, your eyes the light beheld 

Midst the trumpet's blast of woe : 
The Barbarian's clarion swelled 
To proclaim our overthrow. 

Midst wars wild woes and fears, 

Midst our cots' smouldering piles, 
You mingled with our tears 
Your earHest infant smiles. 

Dear children, dance away ! 
Your tender age 
Escapes the tempest's rage : 
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Cradied by hope so gay, 
Dance, sing, and dance awaj I 

Stonns that smote our coürage dead, 

Your bright spirits sball defy : 
'Twas in bursting on our bead, 
Tbat the ligbtning lit our sky. 
God'ß wrath to us was due; 
To you bis love be yields ; 
For you be sows anew 

Tbe future's boundless fielda. 

Dear cbildren, dance away I 
Your tender age 
Escape's tbe tempest's rage; 

Cradied by bope so gay, 

Dance, sing, and dance away ! 

See, tbe tempest grows more wild ; 
So our fate sball stormier grow ; 
Fate can ne'er disturb tbe cbild, 
But tbe old man fears its blow. 
If wbile our woes I sing, 
Fate sball my min doom. 
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Children, your garlands Iring, 
And strew them on my tomb. 

Dear clüldreii, dance away ! 

Yonr tender age 

Escapes the tempest's rage : 
Cradled by hope so gay, 
Dance, sing, and dance away ! 
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THE FIFTH OF MAY. 



A Spanish vessel bears me oV the wave^ 

From the lone coast wbere ]ate I wandered far ; 
Poor fragment snatched from a proud empire's grave, 

I nursed my griefe 'neath India's sultry star. 
Now past the cape, five years of exile o'er, 

Joyous I sail beneath a milder sky : 
Yes, the poor soldier sees his France once more, 

A son's kind hand shall close my dying eye. 

Heavens ! ** Saint Helena ! " loud the pilot cries : 
Ah I Yon rüde rock beholds the hero's pains. 

Gecerous Spaniards, here your hatred dies; 
You curse with me his murderers and his chains. 

Noughtj nought can I his freedom to restore ; 
The time of glorious deaths is all gone by : 
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Yes^ the poor soldier sees bis France once more, 
A son's kind Land shall close my dying eye. 

Perchance he deeps — ^that thunderbolt of strength, 

That twenty thrones in one wild min liurled : 
Shall he not rouse him in his wrath at length, 

And rush to glory o'er a prostrate world ? 
No! hope expires these frowning diflfe before; 

No more the eagle makes his home on high : — 
Yes, the poor soldier sees his France once more, 

A son's kind band shall close my dying eye. 

Long on his footsteps panting victory strives, 

Wearied she sinks; he waits not her delay ! 
Though twice betrayed, the great man still survives; 

Yet 0, what serpents coil around his way ! 
The laurel leaf distils a deadly göre; 

In victory's garland feilest poisons lie ; — 
Yes, the poor soldier sees his France once more^ 

A son's kind band shall close my dying eye. 



Floats there a wandering bark upon the main ? 
** 'Tis he, 'tis he ? " cry Potentates alarmed : 
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** He comes to claim bis ancient world-wide reign ! 

Be with all speed a million soldiers armed." 
And he, perchance, to France so loved of yore, 

Loaded with chain% now breathes his last good by : — 
Yes, the poor soldier sees his France once more, 

A son's kind band sbail close my dying eye. 

Lofty in genius, great in conscious wortb, 

Wby stooped his eagle spirit to a throne ? 
High o'er the proudest diadems of earth, 

Majestic on tbis harren rock be shone. 
His glory, beacon of that rocky shore, 

O'er two vast hemispheres streams broad and high : — 
Yes, the poor soldier sees his France once more, 

A son's kind band shall close my dying eye. 

Kind Spaniards, say, what mark ye on the steep ? 

Tis a black flag ! ye gods, aveit my fear ! 
What! and he die? Ev'n Glory's seif shall weep! 

His foes around me pour the generous tear ! 
In silence speed we from tbis gloomy shore; 

The Star of day bastes weeping down the sky : — 

Yes, the poor soldier sees his France once more, 

A son's kind band shall close my dying eye. 
8 
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THE IMAGINARY VOYAGE. 



AüTüMN retums, and to my aching breast 

Brings griefs afresh upon its humid wing : 
Timid and poor, and aye "with wo68 oppressed, 

All pale I See the flowers of life's young spring. 
Haste, from the cit/s filth my soul release; 

Let my eyes open on some fairer sky: 
Ev*n childhood's visionß hovered round old Greece;- 

'Tis there, 'tis there Td lay me down and die. 

What though I slowly traee the Homeric page ? 

Greek sure I am: the Samian sage was rjght. 
Perides' Athens nursed my tender age : 

Soerates blessed me mid his dungeon's night. 
At Phidias' wonders low I bowed the knee; 

nissus' banks I saw midst blossoms lie ; 
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Woke on Hymettus' side the mimnuring bee: 
'Tis there, 'tk tkere I'd lay me down and die. 

Heavens! Low e'en one brieif day, so pure and sweet, 

Warnas my cold bosom with its glowing channs ! 
And Freedom cries, whose form from far I greet, 

** Haste, victory crowns my Thrasybulus' arrns." 
Quick let US sail ; our canvass "wide is spread ; 

Let me not, ocean, 'neath thy billows lie; 
Peiraeus' sacred sbore I fain would tread; 

'Tis there, 'tis there Td lay me down and die. 

'Tis passing sweet, that soft Italian air; 

But slavery's glooms its azure heaven obscure : 
Stül let ihy course Stretch onward, boatman, where 

Dawns in yon East a day so heavenly pure. 
What are theee waves? that rock so wüd and drear? 

What dazzling sun bursts on my ravished eye ? 
These shores henceforth no tyrant's voice shall hear : 

'Tis there, 'tis there Td lay me down and die. 

Deign to your ports a stranger to receive, 
Virgins of Athens, and his numbers own: 
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For your bright clime a niggard sky I leave, 
Where genius bends in bondage to the throne. 

From pereecution's rage my lyre defend; 
And if my song migbt wake some pitying sigli, 

Lei with Tyrteus' dust my asbes blend ; — 
'Neatb your fair beaven Fd lay me dovm and die. 
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